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JON CRAIG shut the front door with a bang and grabbed the mail from the hallway stand. He sorted quickly through 
the letters, glanced at them hurriedly, and picked out two. Then 
he strode leisurely toward the fireplace in the parlor, lit a cigarette, 
absent-mindedly ripped open a letter, and noticed through a haze 
of tobacco smoke that it was from his younger brother, Dave. Sud-
denly his grin of anticipation disappeared, as he stiffened from 
the shock of its first words. "Dear Jon—I've done it! I'm in the air 
corps. It's great. Wish you were here." His eyes blurred, as he 
stared unseeing at the paper; he slumped into a chair, burying his 
face in his hands. "The air corps?" he thought. "The death corps!" 
All at once the wrar became real to him. Of course the papers had 
been full of it—he remembered the great red headlines of two 
weeks ago, U.S. DECLARES WAR ON GERMANY, RUSSIA. He 
realized he'd be called to go eventually, but he'd avoided thinking 
about it before . . . He tore open the other letter, his mother's: 
"Dave enlisted in the air corps; I'm terribly worried about him, 
he's so impulsive. I'd feel so much easier if you were with him. 
Be sure to let us know if you decide to enlist . . . " He heard foot-
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steps in the hall, and glanced up in surprise when Frank Cott, the 
fraternity president, spoke to him. 
"Thought you had a class from ten to eleven, Frank," he said. 
"I cut it. Had too much to do, getting ready to leave. Say, you 
knew all the men in the house were going down to enlist at four 
o'clock this evening?'' 
"Oh?" answered Jon dully. 
"Yes, the fraternity has decided to be the first house to enlist one 
hundred per cent. Everyone else has agreed. You're coming, of 
course?" 
TON sat quietly for a long time; there was no sound in the room 
except a popping in the fireplace. He was surprised that all his 
friends had made this decision. He looked up at Frank again to 
see if he were joking and saw him standing calmly there, waiting 
for his answer. Implacable, he seemed, like a dictator . . . or . . . or 
like an army officer. He felt uncomfortable under his stern gaze 
and resisted an impulse to sneer some answer, any answer. At 
last he replied as civilly as possible, "1 don't know, Frank. I'll 
have to think it over." 
"But, Jon, you must," he urged. "You'll spoil our record; be-
sides the draft's coming soon anyway. What do you have to lose?" 
Jon stirred, a little angry. "I said I'd have to think it over." He 
watched the blazing fire broodingly and thought how Dave had 
said "yet," and probably was regretting it already. 
Frank studied him closely for a moment, opened his mouth as 
though to speak again, realized he had been dismissed, and walked 
from the room. 
Jon rose finally and returned to class. Fie began to recall what 
he thought of war a year and a half ago, what everybody had 
thought when Britain and France had declared war on Germany. 
"We won't get in this one," they said. "War doesn't pay." And all 
the rest. Suddenly it came to him for the first time that that atti-
ude had slowly, slowly changed. People didn't talk that way now. 
It started when Russia came in, took part of Poland, the Baltic 
states, Norway, Sweden, and Rumania. Atrocity stories had their 
effect. One heard of German and Russian spies, and sabotage 
everywhere. South American countries set up dictator after dicta-
tor hostile to the United States. After that people said, "The 
western hemisphere must be defended." Then Britain, her fleet de-
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pleted by submarines and airplanes, lost the great naval battle of 
Helgoland. "Now," they said, "our Atlantic coastline is defense-
less. We can't let Britain be defeated." So again—after all the de-
termination to avoid war—men were eagerly enlisting to fight on 
foreign soil. 
A S HE sat down in the history class room, Steve Campbell, 
a huge blond fellow, came in and took his seat beside him. 
Jon noticed his hands shook; and he was shocked to see his white, 
haggard face, disheveled hair, and the reckless air about him. 
"Steve, old man, you're all right, aren't you?" he said. 
"Sure." 
"You . . a . haven't had too . . er . been drinking, have you?" 
Jon queried suspiciously. 
"Of course not. But I'm ganna get blazoo just as soon as I 
get a good chance." He said this with his face thrust out, inches 
from Jon's, menacingly, as though he dared Jon to object. 
Jon put his hand on his shoulder and laughed heartily. "Come 
now, what sorrows are you drowning this time? Do I know her?" 
"Don't be funny, guy; I enlisted this morning—in the air corps— 
and I think I have plenty of sorrow to drown." 
"Steve! I forgot. Yeah . . . I guess you do have something to 
drown at that." Neither broke the silence for a moment and then 
Jon continued, "Steve, how did you make up your mind?" 
"How do you mean?" 
"How did you hurtle your old beliefs, your ideals?" 
"I didn't. That's what's the matter," Steve answered miserably. 
"I don't know what's right. They say all that stuff we used to 
believe is the bunk now. I just gave up." 
"I guess that's as good a way as any . . ." Jon broke off as old 
Professor Kelley began to talk. He paid no attention to the lec-
ture, glanced musingly at Frank again. 
But he jerked his attention to the lecture as Dr. Kelley said, 
Now, in 1941, Ladies and Gentlemen, the United States has grown 
up. We are a power in the world and we have interests to protect 
whether we want to or not. It's all very well to say 'We don't want 
colonies; let the Philippines go.' Or 'let Germany take South 
America; what do we care?' That's like sticking one's head in the 
sand. You all know what happened to Hitler's and Stalin's victims 
in Europe. We are dealing with gangsters—men who respect only 
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gangster methods. Not even considering our moral duties to the 
rest of the world, we can't let Britain and France lose, and still 
save our own skin." 
TON smiled, thinking how like an ostrich "prof" would look in 
military uniform—thin legs in tight breeches, thickish body 
with a pot belly, long neck, and the little head on top with an 
aquiline nose like a beak. He wondered if he'd stick his head in 
the sand if someone shot at him. 
Steve and Jon walked silently home to lunch; other people 
laughed and talked gaily around them, but neither spoke until 
they parted at Jon's house. 
"See you, Steve," said Jon as he turned in. 
Steve walked on for a moment and then turned back. "Say," he 
faltered, "what old Kelley said this morning; that's what I believe, 
I guess." 
"Yeah?" Both stood awkwardly. Slowly Steve turned on his 
heel, still thoughtful. 
"Well, so long, Jon." 
Jon walked wearily up the steps into the house and spoke to 
the "gang" as he entered. Several replied; but he sensed that a 
few avoided him; he tried to dismiss the idea as his imagination, 
but it persisted. At lunch he sat by Stan Robb. Jon had never 
known him well but had always distrusted his vociferousness and 
his self-sure attitude. For one think he had never liked the way 
Stan treated the pledges since he had been initiated. A man unable 
to assume responsibility. They had scarcely been seated when 
suddenly everyone jumped up again and remained standing stiffly. 
Surprised, Jon rose then and looked around to see if some lady 
had entered the room; then suddenly he recognized the "Star 
Spangled Banner" blaring from the parlor radio. Still he didn't 
fully understand. "They had never done it before," he thought. 
"What's the matter, Craig—forget you were an American?" Robb 
asked in a meaningful tone, after they were seated again. Jon 
went white from the insinuation and was about to make an angry 
reply, when the president spoke out curtly, "Robb, will you leave 
the room, please?" The room was hushed, waiting. 
"A pleasure, Mr. President. It won't smell so bad in the 
kitchen." 
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HTHE fellows resumed talking then while Jon pondered over the 
incident. Was he a coward, actually afraid to fight? He'd 
always believed it took more real courage to be thought "yellow" 
than to go to war; still what people thought didn't kill one. He 
tried to picture how it would be if he refused to go. Prison, no 
doubt. Hardly worse. And then, when the war was over he'd be 
free, alive! But ever after he could not face his mother, or Dave, 
or his friends. What could he fall back on then? That he'd been 
true to a cause? What cause? What good would one "objector" 
be in a nation of mad-men anyway? "It would save my life" crept 
back into his thoughts again and again. Was that all the question 
then: life or honor? He tried to put his finger on it, and, alone 
in his room, before class, he tried to piece together all his old 
arguments against war. What his books and teachers had said 
seemed oddly stereotyped now: "War is wrong; it does not settle 
anything; the League of Nations has been set up to settle 
disputes peaceably; there has been one war to end war; another 
will destroy civilization." 
Sitting at his desk he tried to make those arguments apply to-
day, but they wouldn't work—like fitting Christianity to the 
savage. He stopped, considered that for a moment. Christ and 
Woodrow Wilson. What a laugh. Yet Christ had not expected 
his ideals to be accepted over night. Had Wilson? Was the 
world not yet ready for international peace? Still pondering this, 
he left for class, more through habit than through any conscious 
effort. 
Like a man in a dream he entered the classroom and sat down, 
oblivious to his surroundings. Mother had said, "Let us know if 
you decide to enlist." Imagine his mother saying that. He could 
see her in tears as she wrote it. So mother thought it was his 
duty . . . . 
He hurried home after class; he even whistled and spoke cheer-
ily to people on the street. He couldn't understand why. It was 
as though he had nothing on his mind! But as he entered his 
musty, darkish room, he sobered. He sat down at his desk to 
churn his problem over again, couldn't get his mind working. 
Fie got up and walked around the room, opened his trunk, threw 
in some clothes absent-mindedly and then slammed the cover 
down with an angry clank. He sat down again and started to 
pen a note to his mother, then found he had written "I've decided 
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to try the air corps, too," and tore the sheet up hastily. He got 
up again and started to clean old papers off his desk; he picked 
up the bundle of Betty's letters—tried to remember when they'd 
planned to get married—gave it up. 
He picked up his slide rule, dusty and forgotten, that he'd 
uncovered among some rubbish before. He smiled ruefully as 
he remembered the day he bought it—his first day of college. 
What a kid he'd been; wanted to be an engineer. He saw him-
self walking into the little old bookstore that day. How wonder-
ful it had seemed to buy all that mysterious drawing stuff. Life 
would be a wonderful adventure and he would be knight of the 
slide rule. He remembered the day—a year later—when he had 
put it there. "There just aren't any openings for engineers these 
days," they'd told him. And so he'd kept it there all this time, 
another sliver of a broken dream. 
HPHERE was a heavy rumble of people coming down the stairs 
outside. The room quivered from the vibration they made. 
There were eager shouts and friendly jostling. He heard the 
clock strike heavily four times on the campus a half mile away. 
With a determined spurt of energy he grabbed the bundle of 
letters off the desk, tore them in two, and let them drop into the 
waste-basket. With set face he turned toward the door, when he 
saw the slide rule lying there on the desk. He picked it up, 
frowned, and was about to throw it from him but suddenly re-
considered. Instead he wiped the dust off carefully and laid it 
gingerly back in its place. 
He turned back then, knelt down at the waste basket and care-
fully picked out the letters he had dropped there and started to 
piece them together. He thought how Betty would have laughed 
if she had seen him tear them up. She'd call him a "spoiled brat," 
and laugh the more when that irritated him. She'd take this 
thing in her stride, too. W7ould tell him, seriously, now, "If you 
think it's right, Jon it is right for you. I'll wait. It won't be long." 
It would be hell for her, waiting. "Worst for those who stay 
behind . . . " He'd heard that somewhere. And mother, with Dave 
gone, too, now. She even worried when they stayed out nights. 
And Dave always said, "I'd never expect to come back." Fool! 
What chance does a man have when he thinks like that! He shut 
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his eyes trying to cut off the picture that rushed through his 
mind. 
What was it Steve had said—"I just gave up." Funny, he felt 
that way, too, somehow, but it wasn't giving up. After a while, he 
realized, you get too tired to think. 
Wearily, he got up and walked to the stairway. There was a 
muffled talking in the parlors. He put out his hand for the rail 
and took the first step. He wondered irrelevantly how a machine 
gun slug feels when it first hits you, and flinched when a car 
roared outside. 
"Come on, Craig/' Stan Robb shouted from below. 
"Coming." He took a second step. 
"Well, hurry up. You can't poke around in the army." He 
laughed uproariously. Others chimed in. 
Jon stiffened momentarily and then took another step. Halt-
ingly he continued his way down the stairs. 
The Rain 
is a 
Washer-Woman t 
JSetty Mice 
H. Ec. Jr. 
The rain is a washer-woman! 
She rakes the clouds in thunders 
Upon her scrub-board; 
The sun and moon flash lightning-gleams 
When polished by her suds. 
She cleans all black and dirty things on high 
And pins them with a star 
For wind to dry . . . . 
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